
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



THE HISTORY OF PAPER. 



37 



papers are unsurpassed. But a few 
years ago nearly all fine writing-papers 
came from abroad ; now the Bailey, 
Banks & Biddle special American papers 
are the best in the world for the finest 
requirements of correspondence and 
wedding stationery. In the manufac- 
ture of these superfine material is em- 
ployed, the greatest possible care is 



taken in preparing the pulp, only clear, 
pure spring-water is used, brought 
from springs far and wide in the hills 
amid which the factory is located, and 
the result is a uniform texture, absolute 
freedom from defects, and many points 
of excellence trifling perhaps in them- 
selves, but which together constitute 
the perfection of the handiwork. 



A MEMORY. 



Oh for a breath from one hot July day ! 

We went the road that leads through Sudbury town. 

Red blew the roses 'neath the gables brown, 
And sweet-mouthed wall-flowers stocked the gardens gray. 
The houses slipped behind us, and the way 

Stood thick with elder-bushes, left and right. 

(I think in all the world were none so . white ; - 
And none have blown so white since then, I say.) 
Black bees flew all about ; where'er we went, 

The air was lit by saffron butterflies, 
Old Indian blossoms to the summer lent. 

It was the time of Youth and Paradise. 
The years have robbed us, love, of both ; the scent 

Of elder-blooms brings tears into mine eyes. 

Lizette Wood worth Reese. 



